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THE  RAMPANT 


Act.  I.  Scene.  I. 


Enter  Rover  and  Wilding  fever  ally. 


Rover .  Ear  Jack,  I  am  glad  to  fee  thee 

with  pH  my  heart  Hfai'th;  How  long 
haft  thou  been  in  Town  ? 

Wilding .  Too  long  to  my  forrow, 
Ned,  except  thy  charming  Sifter 
Cordelia  were  kinder*  the  God  of  Love  and  I  are  ftill 
at  Sword  and  Dagger  about  her.  And  I  find  too  late, 
like  a  Fool  as  I  am,  in  fpite  of  my  Blood  he  will  be 
too  hard  for  me. 

Rover .  Oh  there’s  no  Fence  againft  a  Flail,  J ack* 
A  pair  of  Black  Eyes  thou  knowTt ,  wound  deeper 
then  a  Cafe  of  Tiftols,  but  chear  up  Man,  thou  haft 
me  on  thy  fide,  I  know  thoulovn  her  Honourably. 

Wilding.  Elfe  let  me  never  get  the  Heaven  I  figh 
for.  Sir,  I  am  a  man  of  Hdupur^  and  hate  a  bafe 
A&ion,  as  much  as  I  do  Covvardife.. 
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Rover.  I  believe  thee  'faith :  And  to  be  ferious  with 
thee,  gad  I  had  rather  Pimp  for  thee  than  any  Man  in 
Chriftendom,  that’s  the  truth  on’t. 

Wilding.  Pimp  for  me  l 

Rover.  Ay,  Jack.*  bold  a  Door  neatly.  Cough,  and 
cry  Hem,  if  any  body  come  -y  thou  underftand’ft  me. 

Wilding.  Sir,  I  dare  not  underftand  ye,  nor  would 
I  hear  this  from  any  other  Man— —  *tis  well  you  are 
her  Brother.  ,  J 

Rover.  Come,  prithee  be  not  Angry ,  thou  art  a 
brave  Fellow,  and  I  love  thee.  And  by  this  Hilt  thou 

(halt  have  a  Touch  with  my  Sifter - in  fpite  of  the 

Mufty  Alderman,  or  e’re  a  Lowfie  Plufh  Jacket  in  Chri - 
Jlendo/n.  I  hope  thou  canft  difpence  with  a  touch  with 
her  in  the  Bed  of  Honour,  j fac^. 

Wilding .  Ay  Boy,  there  indeed  a  Touch  with  her 
would  make  a  Man  Immortal:  But  what  Alderman  is 
this  thou  fpeak'ft  of  ? 

Rcver .  Why,  Sir,  a  J  ackjo-lent ,  with  a  Jack  Chain 
about  him :  An  old  drivling,  fabling,  fumbling  Fobus, 
that  makes  Love  to  her.  And  is  fo  damnably  Rich, 
and  withal  fo  confoundedly  Lecherous,  that  he  thinks 
:tis  no  more  but  up  and  ride  with  her. 

Wilding .  The  Divel  choak  him  with  the  Furs  of  his 
own  Gown.  What’s  to  be  done  Friend  ? 

Raver.  That’s  as  Time  (hall  try.  See  here  comes 
my  Sifter  and  my  Coufin  j juliay  whom  I’ll  take  afide  to 
give  you  opportunity  :  Go  put  up  briskly  to  her,  d’ye 

hear  ?  Q  Takes  Julia  aJtdeM 

**  0 

Enter  Cordelia  and  Julia. 

»  t  ■■  - 

Witding.  Madam,  tho  the  Charms  of  your  Beauty 
are  not  to  be  refitted  by  any  thing  compos’d  of  Flefh 

and 
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and  Blood  as  l  am,  yet  a  little  good  Nature  too,  would 
add  another  Charm  greater  than  all,  and  give  me 
hopes  of  Life,  that  am  defpairing  by  your  Cruelty. 

Cordelia •  If  Women,  Sir,  were  always  to  be  won 
with  Words,  the  grand  Deceivers  of  our  Sex,  Would 
have  a  true  occafion  to  condemn  our  Eafinefs  $  but 
Im  refolv’d  to  turn  the  Scale,  and  prove,  that  once 
there  was  a  Woman  gain’d  by  Merit. 

Wilding .  Ah,  let  me  know  in  what  I*m  deficient, 

and  I’ll  reform  my  felf -  but  I  fee  plainly  you  have 

made  another  Choice,  and  I  am  damn’d  to  all  the  Hell 
of  Rigour  in  your  Frowns.  Oh  cruel  Sex  !  too  Fair, 
and  too  Ingrateful ! 

Rover .  What  a  Devil’s  the  Matter  now?  Why  how 
now  Ned ,  what  watring  thy  Plants  already.  ’dsHeart, 
they  make  Love  juft  like  Cats,  they  are  always 
either  Howling,  or  Scratching  one  another. 

Julia .  They  come  the  nearer  then  to  the  nature  of 
the  Bufinefs  5  for  Love  in  its  belt  quality,  is  but  a 
kind  of  Caterwauling, the  He  Cat  follows  the  She  into 
the  Parlour,  then  prefently  the  She  runs  after  the  He 
into  the  Garret,  where  there  is  fuch  an  eternal  Mew 
betwixt  ’em,  juft  like  that  Gentleman’s  making  Love 
for  all  the  World. 

Wilding .  Does  my  Integrity  and  conftant  Paffion 
deferve  to  be  thus  flighted  ? 

Cordelia .  When  you  have  work’d  upon  my  good 
Opinion  a  proof  of  your  Integrity,  you  may  be  bet¬ 
ter  us’d  $  till  when,  let  me  advife  you  to  leave  An¬ 
gling,  Sir,  the  Fifh  will  not  be  Caught,  I  can  affureye. 

Our  Sex  by  Profit  often  is  Betray’d, 

But  Worth  (hall  win  me,  or  Til  die  a  Maid.  Exit . 

Julia.  Fare  ye  well,  Sir,  take  care  fhe  does  not  fee 
the  Onion  you  have  wrrapt  up  in  your  Handkerchief, 

B  %  for 


for  you  have  Tears  at  command  ,  I  fee.  And  to 
my  knowlcdg ,  a  Man  can  no  more  weep  without 
an  Onion,  than  he  can  make  Love  without  Lying  $ 
they  are  both  abfolutely  neceflary.  Ana  fo Tweet  Sir, 
your  humble  Servant.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  '£ Exitjaughing. 

Wilding.  Ah,  the  Devil  fleer  ye  3  ’dsheart  this  Jill- 
flirr,  gighng  young  Quenn,  will  jeer  me  to  Death,  I 
lhaJI  never  be  able  to  look  her  in  the  face  agen. 

Rover.  Ah,  Pox  on’t,  you  muft,  you  nmft;  What 
a  Lover  and  want  Confidence,  fuch  a  one  would  be 
a  ftrange  Monfter  indeed.  But  come  prithee,  letVgo 
and  contrive  bow  to  Supplant  this  Old  EVfty  Alder¬ 
man  3  for  if  he  intends  to  Cut  up  my  Sifter  like  a 
young  Virgin  Pullet,  by  this  Light,  111  him  like 
an  Old  Capon  3  'he. (hall  be  as  bare  as  the"  Eunuchs  in 
the  Grand  Sigaipr*s  Seraglio .  Ill  fee  what  the  Alder¬ 
man  has  in  his  Purfe  for  once.  y 

Wdding.  I  think  he  mav  fpare  the  Jewels  in  it,  for 
any  good  his  Worfhip  will  do  with  ’em.  But  prithee 
j jack,  L  not  this  he  that  was  always  voting  Mifchief 
agakft  the  King,  and- fpeakjng  Trcafpri  in  the  Com¬ 
mon  Council? 

Rczer.  The  very  fame,  the  moft  Notorious  Whig  in 

all  the  F  raternicy* 

Wild  ng  ThereYfome  hopes  then  he  m^y  be  hanged 
in  time,  that  the  Fraternity  may  be  rid  of  him. 

Rover.  No  doubt,  but  Fate  has  fome  f^ch/Bhfling 
in  ftore  for  him  3  he  keeps  company  with  two  Sham. 
Elders,  w  hich  he  ftfes  by  the  Trile  of  Dodors,  for- 
fboth,  the  one  fq  leaks  S  . rV  ion  to  him  in  the"  Co^Fee- 
Houfe,  and  the  o.hci  Cams  it  in  the  Cbnvenbcle.i 
Wilding .  Ay,  I  Hcph  I  (hall  fee  Cant  it  at  the 
Gallows  too  5  prithee  do,  I  ki  6w  cm 'Jacl^ 

Rover.  Oh,  without  doubt,  the  one  is  Dottor  Oy- 

'  v  lyfift, 
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lyfift,  thefteskingNon-Con.of  Spittle- Fields,  and  the 
other  of  Famous  Memory,  is- — - 

Wilding.  poSor  Oats. 

Rover .  Ah,  well  guefs’d  my  Noble  Heart,  ’gad  thou 
art  right.  ■:i'1  .  ,  ■ 

Wilding ,  Why  then,  farcwel  Mr.  Alderman,  if  that 
Noble  Dodtor  keeps  ye  Company,  the  Gibbet  is  like 
to  feel  you-'  weight.  I’m  fure. 

Rover;  here  he  comes,  and  Company  with 

hitn :  -Tis  high  Change  time,  and  the  place  will  fill 
Trefemly  ,  therefore  let’s  be  gone  >  for  I  would,  not 
hpve  him  fee  us 

W  -dkg.  Nor  i  neither,  I  am  not  fb  fond  of  his 
Company.  £  Exeunt; 

i  '  j  *  * '  ^ r  *  v  ;  l  * ^ #  !*  i  r .  »  j  * :  ■  {  v  .  . 

Ar,rf  {  i  f 

Enter  Alderman  and  Booby; 

-  ;  -  -  '  -  :  u.ot-a.'-i  -a  ;  .  ,i  fr--, 

Alderman,  Is  thy  name  Booby  <? 

Booby .  f-:>,  and’t  pleafe  your  Worfhip.  I'm  a  true 
Booby  by  Father  and  Mother. 

Aider pa-  What  Country-Booby  are  ye  ? 

Booby .  I’m  a  Bnckinghampi *  e  Booby,  and  pleafe  ye, 
and  of  a  very  ancient  Family^"  7 

Alder M.  How  fo  ? 

Booby .  Why  my  Father  was  a  Miller  of  Maidenhead^ , 
and  he  having  a  great  oecafion  for  a  Wife,  Married 
one  Katharine  Cracky  of  Carnarvon  $  fo  that  betwixt  the 
Boobies,  of  BHchjnghum^  and  the  Cracks  of  Carnarvan, 
Ian  as  arrant  a  Booby  as  ever  you  faw. 

Alderm.  Very  well,  Friend,  if  thou  art  Induftrious, 
thou  mayft  come  to  great  Preferment  $  5tis  many  a 
Bo  bies  cafe  as  Times  go,  for  ?tis  a  very  lucky  Name, 

I  proraife  ye,  and  comes  near  the  Baboons ,  a  very  rich; 
Family  of  our  Party  here  in  the  City. 


Booby, . 
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Booby.  I  have  heard  great  talk  of  the  City  Baboons 
indeed  :  Is  your  Worfhip  any  kin  to  ’em  ? 

Alderm.  Troth  Friend,  there  is  fome  Relation  be¬ 
twixt  us.  Sir  Bar  tie  Baboon  married  Mrs.  Claw  but¬ 
tock,  of  Highgate ,  and  had  IfTue  by  her  two  Baboons . 

Booby .  And  never  a  Monky. 

Alder m.  But  then  comes  in  Sir  Timothy  Thrum ,  my 
Great  Grandfather,  and  he  Claw’d  up  the  Widow 
Clawbuttoch  and  got  by  her  Toby  Thrum ,  and  Thomas 
Thrum ,  Talbot  Thrum  i  and  Tomajine  Thrum ,  and  my 
felf,  a  fecond  Timothy  Thrum ,  who  were  all  Married 
to  rich  Fortunes.  And - 

Booby .  And  fo  they  Thrum'd  one  another  to  the 
end  of  the  Chapter. 

Alderm .  But  no  more  of  this.  I  find  thee  a  very 
fit  Fellow  for  my  Service,  and  therefore  do  Entertain 
thee.  Thou  canft  Lye  for  me  to  a  Lady  that  I  am  in 
Lovewith,  canft  not? 

Booby.  Yes,  and  lie  with  her  too,  if  you  would 
have  me. 

Alderm.  How,  Sirrah,  lie  with  her! 

Booby.  With  her  Chambermaid,  I  mean,  and’t  pleafe 
your  Worthip:  I  have  a  great  Impediment  in  my 
Speech. 

Alderm.  Alas,  alas,  well,  prithee  obferve  me,  there 
is  a  Rich  young  Lady  that’s  in  Law,  and  juft  come  to 
Town  to  have  her  Buiinefsdone. 

Booby .  There  are  a  great  many.  Sir. 

Alderm.  Whaf,  Sir? 

Booby.  Young  Ladies,  that  come  to  Town  to  have  * 
their  Bufinefs  done. 

Alderm.  Go  too,  you  Wag,  mark  me  what  I  fay,  This 
young  Lady  is  extreamly  troubled. 

Booby.  With  the  Griping  of  the  Guts,  Sir. 


Alderm. 
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Alderm.  Cuts,  Sirrah:  No,  with  Impertinent  Sui¬ 
tors,  Sirrah,  which  I  intend  to  deliver  her  from,  and 
to  that  end  have  wrigled  my  felf  into  her  Acquain¬ 
tance. 

Booby.  Your  Worfhip  does  very  well  to  wrigle  your 
felf  into  any  part  of  her. 

Alder m.  Well  faid,  i’faith,  witty  Booby ,  there’s  a 
Brumigham  Groat  for  that  faying,  to  incourage  thee. 

Booby.  A  Pox  on  your  Bounty:  What  a  rare  Em- 
migham  Mafter  fhall  I  have  ? 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Alderm,  Here  comes  my  Daughter,  your  firft  bufi- 
nefs  muft  be  to  hand  her  Home,  and  keep  all  Flutter¬ 
ing  Suitors  from  her  ,  efpecially  a  Huffing  Frenchman , 
that’s  tuft  come  from  the  Siege  of  Luxemburg. 

Booby.  And  inteads  to  blow  up  her  Mine,  does  he 
Mafter  ? 

Alderm.  He  does  fo  Booby ,  ingenious  Booby ,  he  does- 
fo.  There’s  fomething  more  for  thee,  for  that  faying. 

Booby .  A  Queen  Elizabeth  Threepence,  juft  as  thin 
as  his  Confidence.  Why,  I  am  made  for  ever,  I  (hall 
roul  in  Money  at  this  rate. 

Alderm .  Go  Daughter,  go  Home  with  him:  And 
let  me  have  no  more  Parleys  with  your  French  Kick- 
fhaw,  dye  hear? 

Beatrice.  My  Duty  (hall  be  (hown  in  my  Obedi¬ 
ence,  Sir. 

Alderm.  And  in  the  Evening  I’ll  prepare  Lovijjit , 
my  young  Miftris,  ’tis  fuch  a  pretty  little  twinkling 
Rogue,  fuch  a  buckfome  Shape,  and  fuch  a  round 
plump  Buttock,  that  I  am  almoft  Mad  for  her.  I 
Dream  of  her  a  Nights ,  andSigh  for  her  a  Day^ 

and 
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and  when  I  meet  with  her  at  Church,  cannot  mind 
one  word  of  the  Sermon  for  ftaring  at  her.  Well,  I 
muft  have  a  Bout  with  her,  come  what  will  on't. 

And  all  my  Brethren  then  (hall  find  in  me, 

There  is  Ipme  Mettle  left  in  .Seventy  Three. 


A  C  T.  II. 

Enter  La  Bounce. 

La  Bounce.  T  TAt  a  Diable  is  de  matra,  dat  me  can 
V  finda  no  Perfon  in  dis  Houle,  what 
hoa,  where  is  dis  Rich  Alderman,  and  de  pret  fweet. 
young  Lady  his  Daughter,  dat  is  to  be  my  Wife. 
Mounfieur,  Toby,  Man,  Womans,  or  Shild, 

where  are  you  ail  ?  V"“ 

^  ,1  '  *  >  - 

Enter  Booby  with  a  ghtarter-Jlaff. 

Booby.  What  the  Devil  have  we  gat  here,  a  French 
Flap-Dragon,  juft  fpit  out  of  Monfieur  Crequys 
Mouth,  and  come  to  Invade  us  in  our  own  Quakers. 
I’ll  Quarter  him,  I’ll  be  too  nimble  for  himi’/aith. 
I’ll  quarter  him  with  tny  Quarter-ftaff  here  if  he  be 
not  Civil.  Hovvnow,  Sir,  who  are  you,  hah? 

La  Bernice.  Who  am  I,  Zoon,  look  in  my  Face;  vat 
a  Diable  can  you  not  fee? 

Booby.  Yes,  I  can  fee,  and  you  (hall  feel  too,  if  you 
han’t  more  Manners  3  I’ll  tell  you  that  Monfieur  Bafi- 

miev^e.  v  r  f >  - 

La  Bounce.  Scoundrel  Valet,  keep  your  difiance, and 
reverence  my  Profcffion,  I  am  a  Souldier. 

Booby. 
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Booby .  And  a  very  Impudent  one,'  as  ever  I  few. 

La  Bounce.  I  am  juft  come  fromdeSeige  of  Luxem¬ 
burg^  my  Name  is  Capitain  La  Bounce. 

Booby .  La  Bounce^  a  Plague  on  your  Family,  there’s 
y  a  poor  Spaniard  the  worfe  for  ’em  to  my  know- 
.  But  what  make  you  here  good  Captain  Bounce , 
>  ,  ^  .  •  j  J  I 

La  Bounce.  I  come  to  fpeak  vid  de  Ri(b  Alderman, 
and  de  fair  Lady  his.  Daughter  5  I  intend  to  Marry  her 
and  den  lie  vid  her  like  a  Souldier,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Booby.  A  Gentleman.  And  is  that  like  a  Gentle¬ 
man,  to  come  into  an  Aldermans  Houfe  without 
Knocking  ?  D’ye  hear  Madg  in  the  Kitchin  there,  look 
about  your  Dilhes  and  Plates,  and  fee  if  the  GenHe- 
man  has  Stole  nothing. 

La  Bounce.  Morblieu,  me  Steal :  Poltroon  fuch  an¬ 
other  word,  me  will  fcoure  my  Rapier  in  thy  fmall 
Gut. 

Booby.  Hark’e,  Captain  Bounce ,  if  you  put  your 
French  Tricks  upon  me,  I  (hall  Bounce  your  Noddle 
with  my  Quarter-ftaff  here,  for  I  am  a  Gentleman  too, 
and  my  Name  is  Booby. 

La  Bounce.  De  Boobies  are  de  bafe  beggerly  Famillee. 

Booby.  You  lye  like  a  Potgun  as  you  are,  and  here’s 
my  Voucher.  [  Holds  up  his  Quarter  fluff.  J  And  tho  I 
am  no  Souldier,  I  will  Thrafti  a  Souldier  if  you  pro¬ 
voke  me,  Monjieur  la  Bougre  je  parle  ntiettx  Francois 
que  vous.  There’s  French  tot  ye,  ye  Son  of  a  Whore. 

La  Bounce.  O  Mordieu,  fit  grand  Confidance. 

Booby.  What  a  Pox  d’ye  think  we  have  no  Breed¬ 
ing  amongft  us,  ha?  Yoaihall  find  we  have,  and  Cou¬ 
rage  too.  And  fo  have  at  you,  good  Monfieur  Snuff- 
Box,  [Fight  here. 

S'  -  ■  4  .  _  * 

.  -  C 


Enter 


Enter  Rover,  Cordelia,  Beatrice,  Wilding  and  Julia. 

*>  ■  *•  A  ni>  >>  !fi*  ' .  ■ ' 

,  *  t  \  / 

Rover.  Haw  now,  what’s  the  matter  here  ? 

Bcibj  No  great  matter.  I  was  only  Cracking  French 
Crowns  into  Englilh  Groats:  Have  ye  enough  yet, 
good  Capram  Bounce  2 

Beatrice.  This  is  the  French  Fantaftick  Officer,  that 
pretends  to  have  aut hoi  ity  to  be  my  Husband. 

Rover.  Does  he  fo?  I  (hall  pretend  to  cut  his 
Turoa1.  tljfcn. 

Wilding.  And  I  think  I  (hall  have  a  blow  at  his 
Skull,  if  he. intend  to  breed  his  Mungrel  Offspring 
amongft  us.  •  - 

Booby.  Ay,  you  may  have  blows  at  it  if  you  will, 
but  to  hurt  it  is  impolfible  3  his  Skull  is  harder  than  my 
Quarter-ftaff. 

La  Bounce.  Jeime  at  the  Siege  of  Mont,  me  vas  two 
time  (hot  troo  de  Head  with  a  Cannon  Bullet.  ‘ 

Rover.  Well  faid  Monfieur  ’ifaith,  that  was  a  French 
Swinger.  .  .  -  . 

Booby.  Oh  damn’d  lying  Rogue  1  (hot  through  the 
Head  with  a  Cannon  Bullet. 

Julia.  Peace  Booby,,  let’s  hear  him. 

La  Bounce.  I  vas  blown  up  in  de  Mine  at  Luxemburg , 
and  vas  one  of  the  formoft  of  thofe  dat  took  de  laft 
,  Baftion.,  I  have  bin  in  ten  Storm  at  Sea,  feen  both 
the  Gulf  of  Venice  and  Florida,  and  de  very  Navel  of 
de  World,  you  Scoundrel,  and  (hall  I  be  effronted 
thus }  No,  dere  will  comes  times  for  Revenge,  I  fay 
dere  will,  and  (o  ServitureMeffieur,  (erviture. — — 

*  £  Exit  huffing. 

Bocby.  Monfieur  votre  tres  humble.  There’s  more 
French  for  ye,  ye  Son  of  a  Whore  you. 

*  Cordelia. 


(■') 

Cordelia .  5Ti$  fucb  a  Conceited  Afs,  there’s  no  endu¬ 
ring  him? 

Beatrice.  Yet  I  am  fo  plagu’d;  with  his  Impertinent 
Addreflfes,  that  I  amalmoft  weary  of  my  Life*  there’s 
never  a  day  but  I  am  forc'd  to  fpend  two  Hours  ia 
hearing  his  French  Giberifh  Courtfhip. 

Rover .  To  as  muchcffeft,  I  hope,  as  his  French  Va¬ 
lour  was  at  Luxemburg.  No,  deartft  Madam,  I  hope 
you  never  will  forget  my  eonftant  Services. 

Beatrice .  Never  whil’ft  they  are  coi  (font  Services. 

Julia.  Which  never  laft  above  a  Month  and  a  Day. 
A  Man  of  the  Town  puts  off  his  Paffion  juft  like  an 
Old  Suit  3  he  muft  have  a  New  one  every  Month,  or 
elfe  he  grows  Slovenly. 

Wilding.  But  mine  to  fair  Cordelia  lafts  for  ever. 
Oh  that  I  had  the  grace  to  be  believ'd,  or  that  my 
Love  could  enter  at  thy  Ears,  and  tell  her  heart  how 
truly  I  adore  her. 

Rover .  Come  Ned,  thou  (halt  find  (be  does  refer t 
thy  Fidelity.  I  catch’d  her  napping  this  Morning, Boy, 
and -have  a  fine  Story  to  tell  thee. 

Cordelia .  Nay,  Brother,  what  dye  mean! 

Rover .  Nothing  bat  Honefty ,  Sifter.  But  I  tell 
thee  once  agen.  Jack,  (hall ;  have  a  Touch  with  thee, 
and  there's  an  end. 

Booby.  Here’s  Mr.  Alderman  juft  now  hobting  in, 
by  this  Light  3  therefore  jhift  for  your  felves  Gallants. 

Rover.  Now,  Sifter,  do  but  Nigle  him  finely ,  and 
let  me  alone  to  carry  on  the  reft. 

Beatrice.  Pray,  dear  fweet  Madam,  make  a  Fool  of 
my  Father,  for  I  hate  to  fee  him  Doat  at  theft*  Years. 

Cordelia.  If  he  has  no  more  Wit  than  he  has  Ability 
in  Love  Matters,  he  (ball  find  I  am  Match  enough  for 
him,  if  he  were  Forty  Years  younger. 

C  z  Beatrice. 


Beatrice.  Speak  foftly, 


(ll) 

here  he  comes. 


Etfter  Alderman. 


Adernt.  Where^re  ye  Booty  i 

Booby.  Here,  Sir,  here.  '  ( 

*  Alder m.  Go  to  Mr.  Rump  the  Poulterer^  and  bid 
him  (end  me  in  a  brace  of  Partridges,  tell  him,  I  intend1 

to  make  a  Collation  to  Night. 

Booby .  I  muft  bring  ne’r  a  fat  Capon  and  Sawlages 
with  me,  muft  I  Sir 

Alderm.  An  Extravagant  Rogue.  A  Capon,  what 
to  do  Rogue?  what  to  do? 

Booby.  The  Lady  has  brought  her  Coachman  with 
her,  we  muft  have  fomething  for  him.  Sir. 

Aiders.  Why  bring  a  Capon  then,  ancfbe  Poxt  t9yef, 
this  Rogue  will  undo  me  with  Expences.  And  d’ye 
hear,  Sirrah,  when  you  are  there  ,  ftep  to  Mr.  Cods- 
head  the  Fifhmonger,  and  bring  a  Cock-Lobfter:  Do 
kou  know  a  Cock-Lobfter,  Sirrah  ? 


..  Ay,  Sir,  as  weli  as  I  know  you  to  be  a 
Cock- Alderman.. 

Aiders.  What  an arch  Dbg  ’tip,'  a.  Cock*' Alderman  ! ! 
Get  ye  gone  Sirrah  5  the  Rogue  will  make  me  Laugh’ 
forty  times  a  Day.- — -  ’Odfo,  here’s  the  {BxitBooby,"] 
Lady,  and  now  me-thinks  I  am  very  Cockifti  indeed^ 
Madam;,  yohr  Kuiribte  Servant,  T  made  bold  tb 
fend  ifcy  Daughter  to  Invite  ye  tb  a  DHh  of"Meaty 
and  the  Fiddles. 

Cordelia.  And  you  fee  Tha  ve  obeyed 'your  Summons* 
Mr.  Alderman. 


Alderm 


Vf  as 


Bleffing  on*  thy  Heart,  nrjdwe’ilbe ;is  fyfer* 
iegga¥s;  *ifaith/  arid  thou  (halt  fee  me  Dan£e  a 


_ l00  I  -  „  .  Dan«. . .. 

prefeotljp..  'Odfo,  me-thinks  1J  could  Cut  a  Ca-- 
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penip  to  thy  Middle,  Pam  fo  A6Kve$  Leap,  Vaults 
do  the  Sommerfet  like  a  Boy  of  Eighteen*  and  Jump1 
over  a  Stick  like  a  Spaniel* 

CordeL-  But  not  for  the  King  of  England}!  hope  Sir. 
Aldernt .  The  King  of  England ,  no  not  I :  I’de  not 
Jump  over  a  Straw  for  him.  Fora  certain  Duke,  that 
fhall  be  Namdefs,  I  could  Jump,  tho  the  Joynt-Stool 

were  as  high  as  the  Exchange. - 

Cordelia .  And  you  broke  your  Neck  on  t’other  fide. 
What  a  wonderful  thing  is  Zeal  for  the  good  Old  Caufe. 

Alderiu.  I  fee  the  Wdtty  Baggage  knows  I  am  a 
Whig*  Come  prithee  Sweet  Hfeart,  fit  down,  and  let’s 
leave  the  good  Old  Caufe  to  its  felf,  and  Tope  about 
a  GJafs  of  good.old  Sack  :  Beatrice ,  here  take  my  Keys, 
and  reach.me  the  Bottle  on  your  Left-hand,  next  the 
Door,  you’ll  find  a —  £ Gives  her  the  Keys;  J  written 
Paper  on  it, —  go  bring  it  hither  quickly. 

Cordelia j  Ifiou  are  wonderful .  Brisk,  to  Day,  Mr.  Al¬ 
derman, 

Aldernt.  What  fiiould  aiFme,  Sweet  Heart?  what 
fhould.ail  me?.  I  am  not  fo  Old  yet,  but  I  can  pay  a: 
Bill  at  fight;  as  well  as  one  and  Twenty, Girl.  Think, 
of  that,.  Sweet-heart,,  think  of  that* . 

Cordelia .  Ay,  But  there’s  a  witty  Saying;  Sir, 

That  an  old  Man  of  Sixty,  full  of  Vaunting  and  Bragrj 
Often  thinks  Upay  Debts ^  without  Money  ins  Bags. . 
Think  you  of  that,  Mr.  Alderman. 

Alderrn .  A  pi  a  guey  cunning  Quean,  ’odzooks,  I  was 
never;  fo  Nonplus ’d  in  my. Life.  But  I  mull:  not  feera 

to  be  concern’d, - [^  afidek  J  Ah  would  we  were  in  \ 

Bed  together,  to  try  how  well  I  could  Pay.  Coma, 
Beatrice ,  where  are  ye?.  *  > 

Beatrice.  Herelt  is,Sir.  [JBa/fer  Beatrice  with  a  Bottle.. 

Ald&rm*. 
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Alderm.  Let  me  fee. —  The  Liquor  of  Generation; 
[reads  the  Note Ay,  this  is  it.  Here’s  that  will  dk  ke 
the  Blood  dance,  *ifaith. — -  Go,  Beatrice ,  go  and  »ake 
care  Supper  be  well  Ordered,  and  let  the  fiddlers'  be 
ready,  d’ye  hear? 

Beatrice .  Yes,  Sir,—  I  know  this  is  only  to  get  me 
out  of  the  way  :  But  I’ll  fit  him,  for  I’ll  place  Mr.  Ro¬ 
ver  hex  Brother,  and  the  reft,  where  they  ibaH  hear 
all.  £  Exit  Beatrice . 

Alderm .  Fair  Lady,  come  faith,  here’s  a  Health  to 
your  Maidenhead.  £  Drinks. 

Cordelia.  Oh,  fie  Sir! 

Alderm .  Nay,  nay,  this  over  Modefty  fpoils  all,  it 
does  ’lfaith. —  Come,  it  (hall  be  Drunk. —  Nay*  faith, 
we’ll  have  a  Health  to  my  performance  too,  prefently. 

Rover  Peeping.  Will  you  fo,  Sir, —  Very  well  in¬ 
deed.  ’sHeart,  how  the  old  Goat  tickles  himfelf.  [ajide. 

Cordelia .  Indeed,  Mr.  Alderman,  this  Difcourfe  is  too 
loole :  Pray  confider  who  I  am. 

Alderm.  Who  thou  art?  Why  thou  art  to  be  mine, 
Sweet  heart. 

Wilding  Peeping .  I  had  rather  you  were  Hang’d  as 
high  as  the  Monument,  Sweet-heart.  [ajide. 

Alderm .  1  could  never  have  imagin’d  Heaven  bad 
fo  great  a  Bleffing  in  ftore  for  me,  to  lie  fnug  upon 
thofc  delicate  Breads,  to  be  embraced  inthofe  Arms, 
Ah—  ' 

Julia  Peeping.  Ah,  you’ll  have  another  Tone  when 
you  are  Guelt,  good  Alderman  Stallion.  [aftde. 

Cordelia .  Fie,  fie,  indeed  I  muft  not  endure  this,  $f 
your  Love  is  honourable,  pray  keep  your  diftance? 

Alderm.  Prithee  excufe  me.  Faith,  I  am  fo  rfan- 
fported,  I  know  nor  what  I  do.  Then  what  a  Neck  is 
there  for  a  Row  of  Pearls  to  glitter  on, —  Ah ! 

Rover . 
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Rover.  Ah,  now  he  comes  to’t; 

Alder nt.  And  this  pretty  little,  little  Foot,  what  an 
incomparable  provoking  (how  it  would  make  with  a 
pair  of  Diamond  Buckles  on  it:  Zooks  I  muft  kifs  it, 
I  cannot  forbear, —  1  rauft  kifs  it  ’ifaith.  £  Falls  down, 
and  ftrives  to  kifs  her  Foot. 

Cordelia .  For  (hame,  Mr.  Alderman,  this  is  beyond 
enduring. 

Rover.  Now  does  the  old  Rogue,  I  warrant,  (link 
like  a  Filchard., 

Alder ns.  A  Suit  of  Point  for  that  Head,  ard  Rings 
for  that  pretty  foft  Hand,  whofe  Touch  or  Crafp, 
would  raife  a  Man  to  Life  ,  if  he  had  been  dead  a 
Week,  ah ! 

Jfdia.  Ah,—  brave  Alderman  Rampant ! 

Aldernt.  Well,  Iamftrangely  provok’d,  I  know  not 
what  to  do  Ihe  has  fo  provok’d  me, —  ah  Rogue. 

Cordelia.  Either  be  more  Civil,  and  touch  me  no 
more,  or  fen  refolv’d  I’ll  call  out,  and  expofe  ye. 

Aldernt.  Well,  well,  I  will  be  patient,  t  will,  I  will. 
But  as  long  as  I  did  not  touch  thee  about  the  Middle, 
as  the  Song  (ays,  what  needs  all  this  Coynefi?  And 
now  I  think  on’t,  (hall  I  fing  an  old  Catch  to  thee, 
Sweet-heart  ?  1 

Cordelia.  Any  thing  to  keep  ye  more  Tame. 

Aldernt.  Come  on  then. —  And  the  Theme  (hall  be 
a  touch  about  the  Middle,—  ah  Rogue.  [Frisks  about. 

Cordelia .  Come,  come,  begin. 


Alderman. 


Alderman  Sings. 


■  1C  •> 

.  1  I  % 


TUe  Old  Man  he  Peep'd  through  the  Barn-door  % 
As  he  was  walking  along , 

And  there  he  fpid  four  Legs  on  the  Floor , 

And  his  Wifes  two  Legs  among. 

2. 

Ho,  hoy  quoth  he,  finct  I  do  perceive , 

You  Dance  without  a  Fiddle : 

1  pray  what  e  re  you  do  with  her  Legs , 

To  let  her  alone  in  the  Middle,  the  Middle . 

To  let  her  alone  in  the  Middle . 


/ 1 


■  *  ( 

i  a  i .  -4 


« 'if 

>  .i 
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Enter  Booby. 

Alderm.  How  now*  Sirrah,  how  dare  you  intrude 
without  Coughing  or  Hemming  firft,  ha  ?  Han’t  I  told 
you  of  that? 

Booby .  Hem,  hem,  I  come  to  tell  ye  that  Supper  is 
ready ,Sir:and  the  Fidlershave  juft  rozin’d  their  Throats 
and  their  Guts$  and  are  preparing  to  (trike  up,  Sin 

Alderm .  Let  ’em  (trike  up  then,  and  bid  my  Servants 
give  us  the  Dance  we  had  la RChriJlmas. 

£  Dance  here.  ] 

So,  fo,  very  well,  come  Sweet-heart,  now  to  Supper. 
And  after  I  have  warm'd  my  Blood  with  another  Bot¬ 
tle,  it  fhall  go  hard  but  HI  have  a  Bout  with  her  before¬ 
hand,  ’i faith.  [_  Exit  Alderman  leading  Cordelia . 

f  Enter  Rove*,  Wilding,  and  Julia. 

Rover ,  You  (hall  be  Guelt  before  that  happens,  fweet 
Alderman,  ’ifaith.  Wilding ,  go  you  and  inform  the 

Neigh- 


v  V 
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Neighbours  of  the  Bufinefs,  and  get  a  Conftable  rea¬ 
dy,  well  hamper  this  old  Whipfter.  : 

And  prove  by  this,  in  fpite  of  his  Complaint, 

.  No  Whoremafter  is  like  your  Whiggifh  Saint. 


Act  III.  Sc  ENE  I. 

t  , '■]  '-'VUii  •-  '  -J-  "  -■  '  A'  *:  .  .  :  A 

/  Enter  Booby. 

.  ’  -  i  .  '  ,  •  „  L 

'  4  ...  .  r  “  !  ;  :  '  ^  A.--..  •  *  „ 

Booby .  T  Have  made  the  Coachman  fo  Drunk  yon- 
|  der,  that  he  miftakes  his  Coach-hoot  for 
his  Coach-box ,  fo  that  he  can  dilcover  nothing  of 
my  Defign,  I’m  fure.  And  now  the  time  is  coming, 
when  I  (hall  prove  my  felf  to  be  no  Booby  nor  Fool 
to  the  Alderman,  but  Mr.  Loveml ,  a  Gentleman,  and 
got  into  his  Service  for  the  Love  I  bear  his  Daugh¬ 
ter.  Tis  a  Grange  Old  Fellow. —  He  has  Drag’d 
and  Drawn  the  Lady  fo  about  the  Room. yonder, 
that  h&  wants  nothing  but  Hanging  and  Quartering 
her,  .to  make  a  meer  Traytor  of  her.  Tis  well  (he’s 
made  of  Country  Mould,  i’faith  5  if  fhe  had  been  of 
the  Town  Pocky  Stuff,  a  Leg  or  an  Arm  had  been 
loft  in  the  Service  long  before  this.  And  yonder  they 
are  all  watching  him,  with  a  defign  to  furprize  him 
at  it.—  Well ,  if  he  chance  to  want  my  help ,  he 
ftiall  pay  for’t  ,  i’faith ,  and  then  we  may  chance  to 
find  a  Trick  for  their  Trick,  but  there  muft  be  Money 
in  the  Cafe  5  for  I  have  no  Wit  without  Money,  nor 
ever  had  in  my  Life.  Here  he  comes,  I’ll  (link  behind 
the  Door,  and  obferve. 

D 


Enter 


(«*)  . 

Enter  Cordelia  followed  by  the  Alderman. 

Cordelia.  Such  a  Rudenefi  as  this,  ought  to  be  Pun- 
ifh'd  with  more  than  common  Severity. 

Aldtrm.  Prithee  deer  Pug,  don’t  talk  of  Severity, 
but  let  me  Kifs  thee  3  I  rauft  Kifs  thee  faith,  never  ftir 
IMuft. 

Booby.  You  1  ftink  for  your  ftirring,  I  find  that,  pre- 
fently. 

Cordelia.  If  there  be  Law,  or  Honour,  or  Juftice  in 
the  Nation,  I’ll  be  Reveng’d  3  you  (hall  know  what  I 
am,  and  what  Friends  a  Woman  of  my  Quality  can 
find  to  do  her  Reafon.  Marry  come  up,  muft  I  be 
oblig’d  to  hear  your  fulfome  Folly,  your  ftale  nafty 
bawdy  Jokes,  ftoln  from  the  Witlefs  Drolls  in  Bar¬ 
tholomew  Fair  ?  Muft  I  be  your  Property,  d’ye  intend 
me  for  your  Scotch-warming-Pan,  you  old  Fornica¬ 
tor  you )  , 

Booby .  She  opens  well,  i’faith,  (he’s  a  fure  Hound, 
I  warrant  her. 

Alderm.  How  (harp  the  Rogue  is,  when  (he  would 
pretend  to  be  Angry :  But  I  know  this  is  but  a  Copy 
of  her  Countenance ,  I  am  not  to  be  Fob’d  off  fo, 
i’faith.  Therefore 

Come  to  my  Bed,  my  Dear,  my  Dear, 

Come  to  my  Bed,  my  Dear  3 

To  Marry  is  a  Cheat,  and  we  can  do  the  Feat, 

As  well  as  if  we  were,  we  were,  _ 

As  well  as  if  we  were. 

Cordelia,  Then  your  defign  was  to  make  a  Whore 
of  me,  was  it  fo,  Grandfir  Grey-beard  ? 

Alderm.  A  Whore !  Oh,  fie,  fie,  that’s  a  paw  word. 
No,  no,  a  Mifs,  or  fo,  if  thou  would’ft,  my  Dean 
\  '  Oons, 
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Oons,  why  (hould  not  I  keep  a  Mifs  as  well  as  e're  a 
young  long-back’d  Fop  in  the  Town,  I'm  fure  I  am  as 
well  able  ? 

Booby.  Ye  lye.  Matter,  ye  lye,  you  are  too  weak 
in  the  Back ,  befides  there  are  things  wanting,  Age  has 
made  a  meer  Capon  of  ye.  £  afule. 

Cordelia.  Thou  keep  a  Mifs!  What  wouldft  thou 
do  with  her, or  with  any  Woman  elfe  ?  llnlefs  ’twere  to 
buckle  her  Shooes,  hold  her  Gloves,  or  Ulher  her  to 
Guild-hall  on  a  Lord-Mayors  Day. 

Alderm.  Yes,  I  could  pay  her  Family  Duties,  Sweet¬ 
heart. 

Booby.  There  you  lye  agen,  Matter,  that  you  could 
not  to  my  knowledg. 

Cordelia.  Duty. —  The  belt  Duty  thou  couldft  pay, 
were  to  hold  the  Door  for  fome  abler  young  Fellow, 
that  would  take  .pity  on  her,  ’dsDeath,  you  feeble, 
fulfome,  fribling  Fumbler,  let  me  go,  or  I’ll  force  my 
way  5  I’ll  be  at  thee  by  this  Light. 

Alderm.  What,  thou  wilt  not  Rogue,  thou  art  not 
in  Earned:  Thou  canft  not  Fight,  canftthou?  If  thou 
wilt  Jerk  me  a  little,  with  all  my  heart,  faith  5  and 
I’ll  go  fetch  Rods,  I  keep  ’em  ready  in  the  Houfe  up¬ 
on  all  occafions. 

Cordelia.  Nay,  I’ll  Flaug  your  Worlhip,  if  you 
come  near  me. 

Booby.  ’Odsheart,  (he’ll  be  too  hard  for  him,  I  fee 
by  her.  Now  who  (hall  we  get  to  be  the  ’tother  Se¬ 
cond,  for  I  am  refblv’d  to  make  one? 

Alderm.  But  prithee ,  let’s  leave  off  Fighting,  and 
fall  to  Loving  agen.  I  Die,  I  Languifti  for  thee,  I  am 
Sick,  Love-fick,  Sick  to  the  quick  5  if  thou  wilt  not 
believe  me,  I’ll  (hew  thee  my —  ’Odfings,  it  was  juft 
coming  out. 

•  .  D  z 


Cordelia. 


Cordelia.;  Impudent  Satyr,  ftand  off. 

Alderm .  Nay  faith,  ’tis  impoffible,  I  mud  Rumble,  > 
and  Tumble,  and  Jumble,  if  you  will  not  content  by 
fair  means  5  I  am  refolv’d  to  Ravi(h ,  and  there’s  an 
end  on’f. 

;  Cordelia .  Nay  then,  Help,-  help, — •  Murder, 

[Takes  hold  on  her ^  Rape,  Murder,  help,  help, — 

[  Rover  and  Wilding  wii bin C] 

Rover.  Break  open  the  Doors  there,  ’tis  my  Sifters 
voice  3  Til  have  the  Doors  open. 

Booby.  Oh,  I  expected  thisl  ’Odsheart,  how  Mr. 
Alderman  looks  now  ? 

Cordelia.  Oh,  thanks  to  Providence,  ’tis  my  Brother’s 
voice.  Now,  Goat,  Stallion,  you  (hall  find  what  ’tis 
to  abufe  a  Woman  of  my  Quality*  [  ExitCorde! 

’  '  '  .-»•’*  1  %  ;  4  ■  i  ’  -  •'ft  ,/  ' 

Enter  Booby*  .  . 

Alderm.  Oh  Booby! 

Booby.  Oh,  Mafter,  what  have  you  done? 

Alderm.  Oh,  Booby ,  I  am  Ruin’d,  Undone,  Dif- 
grac’d  for  ever  5  I  have  got 

Booby.  The  Pox,  Sir.  ;  7  "  ' 

Alderm.  Ah,  worfe,  worfe,  Eternal  Shame,  perpe¬ 
tual  Ignominy }  I  fhall  be  a  By-word  to  the  World,  and 
hooted  out  of  the  Exchange. 

Booby.  Why  you  han’t  Ravifh’d  her,  I  dare  fwear, 
Sir. 

Alderm.  No,  I  have  not  Ravifti’d  her,  ’tis  true, 
but  I  would  have  don’t  if  I  could.  Booby  5  I  was  juft 
upon  the  Bufineis. 

Booby.  Why,  faith,  and  to  be  juft  upon  the  Bufi- 
nefs,  and  yet  come  off  again  fo  foon,  (hows  great  con- 
fiancy  of  Mind,  Mafter.  /  •  f.  * 

s  Alder „ 


.  (it)  : 

Alderm.  Ah ,  there’s, a  damu’cj  Apothecary,  my 
Neighbour,  a  jeering  Rogue,  that  if  ever  he  ftiould 
come  to  know  it,  I  were  no  Man  of  this  World  3  I 
fhould  be  teiz’d  to  Death, 

Booby.  You  mu  ft  get  him  Poyfon’d  with  one  of  his 
own  Drugs,  I  think,  Matter. 

£  Rover  and  Wilding  tvit  hi  n.J 

Rover.  Where  is  this  Abominable  Villain,  this  Goat, 
•this  Ravifher?  Break  open  all  the  Doors  there  3  I’ll 
cut  him  in  pieces,  if  there  were  no  more  Men  alive. 

'Alderm .  Oh,  what  (hall  l  do  ! 

Booby.  They  are  coining  up  Stairs.  Come,  Sir,  what 
will  you  give  me  to  free  you  from  this  trouble  now? 

Alderm.  Oh,  any  thing,  dear  Booby ,  here  are  a  hun¬ 
dred  Guineys  in  this  Purfe,  I  give  ’em  thee  with  aJl 
my  heart,  and  any  thing  elfe  that  thou;  wilt  demand, 
let  me  but  clear  of  that  sTarmagant  Roaring  Rafcal. 

Booly:  Gome  fet  your  Hand  to’t ,  here’s  a  Note 
drawn  up  for  that  purpofe. 

Alder.  I  with  all  my  Heart.  {^Writes* 

Booby.  So  ,  fo,  now  get  ye  into  that  Cheft  there, 

Alder.  That.  Cheft,  Booby. 

Booby .  Ay,  ay,  quick,  quick,  leave  the  left  to  me. 

Alderm.  Ah,  dear  Booby ,  I  am  bound  to  thee  for 
ever.  £  Alderman  gets  into  the  Cheji . 

Booby .  Now  will  I  fwear  to  them  ,  that  1  faw  him 
get  out  of  a  Window  upon  the  Leads  to  the  next 
Houfe,  which  they  believing  me  their  Friend,  will 
doubtlefs  give  credit  to.. 

Wilding .  The  next  Room  open  that,  the  Rafcal  has 
.  hid  himfelf  there. 

Booby.  Indeed,  Gentlemen,  here's  no  one  here  but 
my  felf }  the  Alderm  in  is  got  out  of  the  Window  ro  the 
other  fide  of  the  Houfe.  '  [^Exit  Booby „ 

Alderm 


/ 
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Alderm.  Oh,  dear  Booty,  well,  never  Mam  had  fuch 
a  Servant. 

Enter  Beatrice." 

Beatrice.  Ah,  have  I  caught  ye,  Mr,  Booty ,  ’ifaith. 
This  Rogue  turns  Cat  in  Pan,  and  has  hid  my  Father 
there  in  the  Cheft,  and  now  for  the  fake  of  Money, 
intends  to  put  a  Trick  upon  us  5  ’twas  well  I  had  the 
Curiofity  of  Peeping,  for  Til  go  and  difcover  all  his 
Roguery  immediately*  [Exit. 

£  Booby  meets  her.  ] 

Booty.  ’Odsheart,  who  is  this  I  fee  ?  Mrs.  Beatrice . 
Nay  then  the  cunning  Gipfie  has  difcovered  all, I’m  fure. 
Come  rum  out,  Sir,  quickly  turn  out,  I  mull:  have  a 
Counterplot  inftantly,  or  all  s  Ruin'd. 

Alderm.  What’s  the  matter  Booby  .<? 

Booty.  Come  out,  come  out,  quick,  quick. 

[  Alderman  comes  out  of  the  Cheji. 

Alderm.  Oh,  I  fancy  they  have  got  the  Tokens  of 
my  Manhood  in  a  Cleft  Stick  already. 

Booty .  Come,  (trip,  ftrip,  change  Clothes  and  Hats 
with  me  prefently,—  I’ll  fit  them  with  a  Plot,  With. 

Alderm.  Oh, heavenly  Booty  ![Here  they  change  Clothes. 

Booby .  So ,  now  as  you  take  my  place ,  I’ll  take 
yours,  and  let  ’em  come  in  when  they  pleafe. 

[  Booty  gets  into  the  Che  ft. 

Alderm.  Mod  incomparable  Booty »  ’Odfnigs,  I  be¬ 
gin  to  be  a  little  in  Heart. —  This  was  a  rare  Inven¬ 
tion  of  the  Rogue. 

Cordelia .  There,  there,  thofe  Stairs  on  the  Right* 
hand.  [  Booby  Peeping  out  of  the  Cheji.  ] 

Booby .  I  tell  ye,  ye  are  miftaken,  the  Alderman  is 

gone,  -  v  '<  :  J  f'  ‘  '  • 

Enter 


o 
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Enter  Rover,  Wilding,  Cordelia,  Julia, 

and  Beatrice* 


] Rover.  Ye  lying  Rafcal,  we  have  difeovered  your 
Villany,  Sirrah,  and  will  reward  ye  3  in  the  mean  time 
take  that  and  that.  [  Beats  the  Alderman,  mijiaking  him 

for  Booby.  J 

Alder  m.  Ah,  with  all  my  heart,  and  fo  fa  re  we  1  t’ye. 
Oh  rare  Booby.  [  Exit  Alder m. 

Wilding .  There,  there’s  the  Chert,  lets  fee  whafs 
in  it. 

j Mia.  A  huge  bundle  of  Iniquity,  no  doubt  on’t. 

Cordelia.  Hang  him  filthy  Brute ,  he  is  too  bad  to 
live  3  come  pull  him  out  Brother,  that  I  may  be  Re¬ 
veng’d. 

Rover.  Oh,  are  you  here.  Sir  ?  [Opening  the  Chejl . 

Booby.  Yes,  Sir,  I  am  here,  Sir.  [Starting  vpi 

Otnnes.  How,  Booby! 

Booby.  Ay,  ay,  the  very  fame,  I  am  Booby ,  Sir*: 

Wilding .  And  drefs’d  like  the  Alderman,  thefe  are 
Wonders:  Who’s  that  went  out  then? 

Booby.  Oh,  ’twas  the  Devil,  Gentlemen,  he  has  been 
Tormenting  me  this  three  Hours. 

Rover .  If  it  was  the  Devil,  ’twas  a  ftrange  fat  bulky 
Devil  3  I  am  fure  he  had  Subftance  enough  ,  as  my 
Cudgel  here  can  witnefs. 

Booby .  Madam,  I  heartily  beg  your  pardon  for  my 
Rudenefs  to  ye  3  alas,  I  was  Poflert. 

Cordelia.  Why  was  it  you  then  all  the  while  ? 

Bodby.  Me,  me,  only  me :  I  have  been  Tempted- 
this  two  days,  to  take  the  good  Aldermans  Habit  to, 
abufe  you,™  by  that  Devil  that  went  out  jurt  now.. 

Rover.  How  came  he  by  your  Livery  on  ?. 


/ 
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Booby.  Ay,  ’tis  a  thieving  Devil,  he  has  fome  Fro- 
lick  to  play  in  it.  ,  t  * 

Julia.  Nay,  the  Devil  has  ftrange  Tricks  with  him 
now  and  then,  that’s  the  truth  on’t. 

Rover.  Come,  come,  let  s  go  down  and  Examine 
this  Bufinefs  more  narrowly  5  forhowe’r  you  took  this 
Shape  to  affront  my  Sifter,  to  day  $  I’m  fure,  the  Ranck 
Alderman  was  in  his  own  Shape  Yefterday.  ' 

Cordelia.  Pith,  this  muft  be  a  Lye  Will  this  Fellow 
make  me  believe,  that  the  Devil  could  Eat  and  Drink 
with  me.  ■  '  ; 

Beatrice .  How  ftiould  the  Devil  get  into  our  Houfe? 
Wilding.  Come,  come,  we  fhall  find  out  the  Lye 
immediately,  and  fp  come  along  Friend. 

Booby.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart:  And  if  you  find  it 
to  be  a  Lye,  #  r 

Rover.  What  then:'  •  ;  ' f 

Booby.  Why  you  have  it  as  cheap  as  I,  and  fo  take 
it  among  ye.  £  Exeunt. 


/  f  f  \  f  i,  Vrirf 
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Scene.  II. 

Enter  Alderman. 

Alder m.  *»TAs  there  ever  till  this  Moment,  any 
V  V  Alderman  of  the  City  in  fuch  a  Garb? 
Truly,  I  believe  not  fince  the  Conqueft.  I  have 
known  many  a  Fool  in  the  Habit  of  an  Alderman, 
but  never  till  now,  an  Alderman  in  the  Habit  of  a 
Fool.  Well  Timothy  Thrum ,  keep  thy  Shame  to  thy 
felf  it  thou  art  wife  -y  now  would  I  fain  know  how 
Booby  gets  out  of  his  T ribulation.  ’Tis  a  witty  Rogue, 
and  no  doubt  was  defign’d  for  a  Whig  by  his  admira¬ 
ble  Cunning. —  But  ftay,  who  have  we  here? 

Enter  La  Bounce. 

'  La  Bounck.  Oh,  Monfieur  Rafcale,  have  a  me  catch 
you,  and  vidout  your  Quarter  ftaff?  Dat  is  ver’  well 
now,  me  vull  be  revenge  and  cut  your  Troat,  you 
Rogue.  ' 

Alderm.  Oh,  Lord,  what  fhall  I  do  ?  He  takes  me 
for  Booby ,  and  will  Murder  me. 

La  Bounce.  Zoon,  you  Dog,  how  dare  you  affront 
aSouldier,  and  a  Gentleman  hoh? 

Alderm.  Oh,  Lord,  I  ne’re  affronted  ye,  Sir,  not  L 

La  Bounce.  You  lye  like  Son  of  Whore,  and  for  dat 
me  will  Gueld  a  you. 

Alderm.  Oh,  what  does  he,  will  Gueld  me! 

La  Bounce.  You  (hall  not  have  one  Stone  to  tro  at  a 
de  Dog,  nor  Arm,  nor  Leg  to  ftand  upon,  you  Pol¬ 
troon.  E  Alderm, 


im 

Alderm.  Indeed,  noble  Sir,  you  miftake  me,  l  am 
not  the  Perfon  you  take  me  for  3  I  am  a  very  honcft 
Fellow,  Sir,  and  your  Worfhips  mod  humble  Servant. 

La  Bimice .  Ah,  wheedling  Rogue,  but  dis  (hall  not 
ferve  your  turn :  Remember  the  Quarter-ftaff,  Rogue, 
remember  dat,  and  dere  is  for  you ,  and  dere,  and 
<dere.  £  Beats  him, 

Alderm-  O  Lord,  I  fhall  be  Murdered.  Pray,  Sir* 
hold,  and  believe  me,  indeed  l  am  not  the  Perfon  you 
take  me  for. 

La  Bounce .  Not  de  Perfon ,  vat  a  Diable  are  you 
den  ?  Come  along  vid  me  to  de  Aldermans  Houfe,  me 
fall  foonknow  de  truth  of  dat  3  Come,  come  along. 

Aiders.  Oh,  by  no  means.  Sir.. 

La  Bounce .  Oh,  by  all  means,.  Sir,  you  may  be  de 
Rogue  that  run  away  and  Rob  him,  I  muft  know  dat  1 
Along,  along.  Troop,  troop.. 

Alderm.  Oh,  what  (hall  I  do,  this  is  worfe  then  all. — 
If  he  brings  me  thither,  I  fhall  be  difeovered  and  diC 
grac’d  for  ever. 

La  Bounce.  Oh,  dam  Rogue,  vat  you  make  face  at, 
hah?  Morblieu,  dis  muft  a  be  fome  Rafcal  Teef  dat 
have  ftola' fomething.T—  Come  along,  along. 

£  La  Bounce  fulls  him  out\ 

Alderrn.  Oh,  what  fhall  I  do,  my  Name  will  be  a 
By-word  to  the  Brethren,  and  my  Reputation  like  a* 
dead  Dog,  will  ftink  above  Ground. 


$CENfe. 
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Enter  Rover,  Wilding,  Cordelia,  Julia, 
Beatrice  with  Booby. 

Cordelia.  T  Told  you  this  lying  Villain  only  put  a  Trick 
4  upon  us,  and  on  my  Confcience,  has  not- 
told  us  one  word  of  truth  in  the  whole  Story. 

Julia.  Nay,  the  Rogue  has  a  lying,  leering ,  fleer¬ 
ing  Dog-face.  Sirrah,  I  (hall  fee  that  Face  of  yours 
upon  the  Cate-houle  one  time  or  other,  fronting  Sir 
Thomas.  J 

Booby.  I  believe,  forfooth,  you  would  rather  de- 
flre  to  fee  my  Buttock  there,  if  the  truth  were  known. 
Wilding.  Any  Limb  would  ferve. 

Rover.  Ay,  ay,  any  will  ferve,  and  one  of  ’em  muft 
come  there,  o t elfe  the  Features  of  his  Face  are  damn’d 
Lyers.  ' 

Booby.  I  had  rather  you  were  all  Hang’d  there,  I 
deal  plainly  with  ye. 

*  ,  .  •/  i 

Enter  La  Bounce  and  Alderman. 

■if1  ‘  ‘  l  ’  '/  '  *  ■'  •  "*  *  ,  ~  *  *  -  -  *"  N  “  *  , 

La  Bounce.  Vere,  vere  is  dis  Alderman,  me  have 
brought  a  dam  Rogue  Rafcalle,  dat  me  believe  have 
Rob  him. 

Rover.  How’s  this,  the  Alderman  in  Dilguife,  and 
brought  back  by  Captain  La  Bounce ;  this  was  Luck 
’ifaith. 

Wilding.  Your  Servant,  good  Mr.  Alderman. 

Cordelia.  Your  obedient  Vaffal,  fweet  Mr.  Alderman. 

E  2  '  Julia. 


I 
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Julia.  Your  moft  Devoted,  good  Alderman  Ram¬ 
pant.  : 

La  Bounce.  Zoon,  is  dis  the  Alderman  himfelf  > 
Vat  a  rare  Plot  is  dis  now?  Me  vul  have  his  Daugh¬ 
ter,  or  me  vul  fvvear  Fellony  and  Robbery  againft 
him  Jeime.  ;  >  1 

Booby.  Jeime,  if  you  fwear  your  felf  to  the  Gal¬ 
lows,  you  fhall  not  have  her.  [_Difcovers  himfelf 

Rover.  What,  do  I  fee  my  dear  Friend  WiU  Love - 
well? 

Booby. .  The  fame,  Sir,  and  no  more  Booby  now f  Mr. 
Alderman.  I  have  a  Note  of  your  Hand  hefe,  which 
fhall  be  either  for  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds,  or  your 
Daughter.- —  You  know  my  old  Love  to  her,  and 
fliall  now  know  I  got  into  your  Service  for  her  fake. 

Aldernt .  I  am  Confounded,  and  know  not  what  to 
fay*  Take  me,  tear  me  to  pieces,  do  what  you  will 
with  me. 

r  *.  .  *  f, 

Cordelia.  Noy  no,  we’ll  be  more  merciful  than  fo : 
You  (hall  only  be  Expos’d  a  little,  and  make  Reparation 
for  Affronts :  You  are  Rich,  Mr.  Alderqaaq. 

Alderm .  I  fhall  have  my  Shame  fuqg  in  Ballads  to 
fcurvie  Tunes,  ’twill  be  News  all  over  the  Exchange 
by  to  Morrow  at  this  time.  Oh  I  will  flint  mv  felf 
up  in  my  Counting-houfe,  and  never  fee  the  World, 
agen.. 

Wilding.  You  will  do  the  lefs  Mifchief,  my  Rampant 
Senators  but  now  to  our  Bufinefs  in  this  World.  Ma¬ 
dam,  this  (hould  be  an  hour  of  Mirth  and  Joy  faith  y 
furprize  me  with  your  Rand  now,  aqd  fay  you  are 
Mine.  ~  1  ;  ■ 

Cordelia ..  There,  Sir.  This  may  be  the  Critical  Mi¬ 
nute  for  ought  you  know.  [  He  kiffes  it . 

Rover.  And  what  fay  you  to  me,  pretty  Mrs.  Brisk. 

L  ‘  1*Ua.. 
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Julia.  Why,  faith,  there’s  mine  too  5  hang’t,  I  hate 
to  ftand  out  when  any  good  Game  is  going  forward. 
Booby.  Our  Hands  and  Hearts  are  pair’d  already, 
Beatrice .  I  hope  fo,  dear  Lovervel ,  I’m  fare  I  have 
filed  many  a  Tear  fince  my  Father  forbid  thee  our 
Houfe. 

La  Bounce .  Vat  a  Diabla,  mud  I  have  ne're  a  Me- 
trelfe  den  ?  Morblieu,  me  will  fight  vid  every  one  of 
you.  Take  your  MetrefTe  away,  and  beget  a  Gene¬ 
ration  of  Souldiers  dat  (hall  fcour  the  World,  and  de- 
fie  the  Devil  and  Fortune,  and  dat  is  the  Refolution 
of  Captain  La  Bounce . 

Rover .  And  fo  Bounce  off  good  Captain,  unlefs  you 
will  make  one  in  a  Dance  }  the  Alderman  has  Fidles 
in  the  Houfe  already,  come  ftrike  up. 


[Dance  here .  ^j. 


This  is  at  laft  our  Alderman  Difgrac’d, 

And  we  have  fhown  the  Letchery  barefac’d  r 
Wenching  in  Hair-brain’d  Youth’s  a  fhameful  evil, 
But  to  be  Old  and  Rampant,  that’s  the  Devil. 

For  when  Gray  Hairs  once  freeze  the  Reverend 
Crown, 

Fancy  may  mount,,  but  all  things  elfe  go  down* 


